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Summary: A rewrite of Rise of the Guardians... however, with a twist. 
We start with Jack, narrating his story about being reborn as a 
spirit all the way up to the movie... with How to Train Your Dragon, 
Tangled and Brave all mashed in to it... somehow. The story line 
won't be the same as the movie of Rise of the Guardians, however, it 
will be loosely based on it! Enjoy! 


1 . Prologue 

_A/N: Basically, this is a rewrite of Rise of the Guardians (starting 
with his entire life before being a guardian and ending with where 
the movie takes place) a€| but with RotBTD mashed in to it! The plot 
differs slightly in the entire movie, because of some ideas I wanted 
to incorporate it withaC | nonetheless, it will still be that RotG 
plot we all love. And of course, all in the meantimea€| fixing plot 
holes. XD__ 

_Rise of the Guardians_ and _How to Train Your Dragon_ are owned by 
Dreamworks . 

_Tangled_ is owned by Disney, released by Walt Disney. 

_Brave_ is owned by Pixar, released by Walt Disney. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Prologue : The Awakening of the Winter Spirit<p> 

"DarknessaC! It's the first thing I remember." Jack paused for 
dramatic effect before continuing. 

"It was darkaC | It was coldaC | and I was scared." 

"But then, then I saw the moon. So biga€ | and it was so bright! It 
seemed to chase the darkness awayaC ! " Jack's expression showed a 



slight smile on the quirk of his lips. "And when it did, I wasn't 
scared anymore." 

"Why I was there and what I was meant to do, that I'd never know. And 
a part of me wonders if I ever will." 

Jack gave a small sad smile at this point, realizing that he really 
remained in the dark for a good amount of his life. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The newly born winter spirit heaved gasps as he slowly rose from 
the waters below. The ice crackled and fixed itself, as if it was 
just formed, when he landed on the ice.<p> 

After a few testing steps, he slipped slightly on the ice. And with 
that, something tripped him, letting him do a free face plant on the 
hard icy floor. 

Surprisingly, it didn't hurt. A mixture of relief, pleasure and a 
feeling of home made his way to his mind. This was home. This was his 
home and it was his home only-a€ | Wait -the thing that made him fall! 
Where was it? 

The winter spirit checked near his feet. A sticka€| it was only a 
stick. Lightly, he kicked the branch away for free space. 

But then, a shimmering blue light flickered on the twig when his feet 
made contact with it. The Spirit of Winter cautiously approached the 
stick before slipping on the ice and falling once again. This time, 
the branch landed in his hands. 

He curiously turned it over and saw frost quickly spreading across in 
the entirea€| branch a€" no, staff. It sounded better in his mind. 
Before he noticed, the frost spread to the ground as the staff 
radiated with a bright blue glow. 

The spirit laughed gleefully as he realized it could decorate many 
things. A tap on this trunk, another tap on this treea€ | yes, he 
thought, this was the best day of his life! 

Before long, he was skating and slipping (un) gracefully round and 
round on the ice. 

And caught up in this moment, a burst of adrenaline rushed through 
this winter spirit's body and soon, he was up in the skya€ | somehow. 
He didn't know how he did it, but it felt as if there was an extra 
companion there, that someone was playing with him right now. 

How right he was about thata€ | when suddenly, he found himself 
plummeting down through the trees. 

Getting a good grip on one of the branches, he giggled then laughed 
and stood up on that same tree branch. Looking out with a giant smile 
on his face, the Winter Spirit spotted a village nearby with lights 
glowing and all. Smirking, this winter spirit decided; let's go meet 
some peoplea€ i 


a€ | not knowing that, what lies ahead was going to be one of the most 
traumatic experiences in his lifetimea€| his immortal lifetime, that 



><p>Jack paused at this point, glancing behind him at the other three 
who were busy narrating their stories as well.<p> 

Hiccup stared back at him, saying miserably, "Maybe we should end it 
todaya€ i " 

Rapunzel sighed with a pitying expression, "It's kind of sad that we 
all had such tragic back storiesa€ | " 

"The sob beginnings of our livesa€|" Merida added in sadly. 

Jack looked on with a bemused expression. A gloomy aura surrounded 
the three in front of him. "Yeaha€|" he said after gazing for a few 
minutes, "I think we should stopa€ | to go grab something to eat." He 
thought about it for a moment, "ORa€ i we could do something funa€ | 
yeah, let's do something fun." 

Despite the groans of 'you always want to do something fun, ' Jack 
started to count his fingers, 

"There's elf-bowling again, but that's not fun right now since 
they're all hoarding North's cookiesa€ | We could join them but again, 
the elves will be there too. Bunny's at his warren, but I can't mess 
with him right now since it's three days before Eastera€ | and that's 
why we're doing this anyway, to commemorate that big Pitch battle 
fifty years ago. Hmma€ | ooh! I got it!" 

Hiccup looked over at Rapunzel and Merida, both gesturing to hima€ | 
all of him in fact. "Ugh, why am I even askinga€ | ? Okay, Jacka€ | " he 
slowed down. "What is this oh-so-fun idea?" 

Jack smirked, "Laser-tagging with the elves." 

Hiccup murmured, not really paying attention, "Hmm, oh that's 
greata€ | " They all yawned at the same time, with the exception of 
Jack . 

Right in the middle of a yawn. Hiccup stopped and coughed and gagged, 
"Waita€ | what did you exactly say. Jack? Please don't tell me it's 
what I think you said. . . ! " 

"Laser-tagging with the elves~!" Jack answered gleefully. 

"WHAT?!" the two girls shrieked in the idea. 

"Let's do it then!" Jack smirked with Hiccup trailing behind him. 
Hiccup blinked before sighing. 

"Sure, I'm boreda€ | " Hiccup commented lazily. 

"Hiccup!" Rapunzel scolded with Merida adding to it, "I thought you 
were the responsible one!" 

"Psshhhh, the responsible one needs a break too." Jack rounded Hiccup 
in to the cookie room where the elves all are. Hiccup shrugged 
nonchalantly, letting Jack lead the way. 



Of course, it was only a matter of time when finallyaCi 


"JACK FROST!" 

Whoops . And there it was . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Prologue is finished. AND next chapters will be longer. <p> 

There is a system on my profile that will be updated for status of 
all my stories. And also, there's a poll. If you would like this 
story to be updated sooner rather than later, please vote! :D 


2. Chapter 1: Spring is coming? 

This is CHAPTER 1! :D AND I HAVE SURVIVED THE FINAL EXAMSaC | AND 
GRADE 9! XD NowaC | on to the senior years~~! 

NOTE: I will refer to who we know as Jack Frost as the winter 
spirit /Prince of Winter/other , etc. since he hasn't learnt his name 
yet in thisa€| alternate universe. 

Disclaimer: I don't own Rise of the Guardians, How to Train Your 
Dragon, Tangled, or Brave. Me plotline is the only thing I own. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>PREVIOUSLY : <p> 

_Getting a good grip on one of the branches, he giggled then laughed 
and stood up on that same tree branch. Looking out with a giant smile 
on his face, the Winter Spirit spotted a village nearby with lights 
glowing and all. Smirking, this winter spirit decided; let's go meet 
some peoplea€|_ 

a€ | _not knowing that, what lies ahead was going to be one of the 
most traumatic experiences in his lifetimea€| his immortal lifetime, 
that is._ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>CHAPP IE l<p> 

A whoop has the new winter spirit flying towards a tree in the 
village before smashing and tumbling to the ground. 

He groaned and stumbled around before finally getting the cape off 
his head. Unfortunately, when he was blinded, this newly born winter 
spirit found himself right in the pathway of a man strolling towards 
his direction. 

"Ah, sorry. I'll get out of the waya€ | " he quickly tried to sprint 
out of the man's way, but alas a cold _empty _sensation rushed 
through him. His breaths heaved in gasps as his expression morphed in 
to a terrified look. The chilly sense was still lingering on the 
young spirit as he continued down his path, staggering. 



As his next steps crunched in to the soil below, more people passed 
through him. "W-whaa€ i " he had only the chance to start a word before 
another feeling assaulted him. In mere minutes, he found himself down 
on the ground, scurrying out everyone's way as the sensations still 
lasted in his body. 

He knew this memory would stay in his mind forever, and be a helpful 
lesson and information to him when needed. Still, he could not shake 
off the feeling of the _emptiness _and _bareness_ every time someone 
walked through him. 

Another stagger of the foot came before a final coldness settled in 
him. Despite the several _passes_ that he had experienced, this one, 
oddly, felta€ i denser, for lack of better terms, as if this person 
was supposed to know him. The newly-reborn Prince of Winter flipped 
over, so that now he was propped on his elbows, his back facing the 
ground. A rush flew through him; however, it didn't feel like those 
nasty yet smooth shockwaves he received when passing through people, 
in general. It felt different; a small shard of memory, like glass. 

It pricked at him to no ends, successfully gathering his attention on 
the figure that was walking away from him now. 

Curiosity killed the cat, they say. This winter spirit didn't care by 
now. All he could think about was that woman- no, girl. That young 
woman's straight brown hair, with tinges of beige streaked in it. The 
beige-coloured hairs seemed natural; however, he couldn't put his 
mind on it. It wasn't supposed to look like that; it was just 
supposed to be the perfect hazelnut colouraC | without those streaks. 
He just knew; he _knew _they weren't supposed to be there. 

He shook his head to clear himself from the _hair_, instead, choosing 
to look at anything he recognized. A chocolate-coloured dress, 
possibly made of fur, was put on and worn-out shoes were worn on her 
feet . 

"Pippaa€|" the name slipped off his tongue before he could stop what 
was happening. His hand reached for the figure walking away and with 
one desperate grab, a cold rush of air slipped through his grip. A 
gasp rippled through him. 

He blinked, "P-Pippaa€|" The boy gazed at his hands in wonder before 
glancing up once more. The girl was no more, drifted away in the rush 
of a sudden crowd of people. 

With a push with his hand, he stood up shakily, "Who wasa€ that? 
Pippa . . . ? " 

A bell rung in the nightaC | It was nine o'clock, a small part of his 
consciousness whispered. How did he know that? Shaking his head, the 
spirit jumped in to the air before crashing down to the ground 
again . 

"Ugha€ | " he muttered, "Forgot I couldn't fly well." 

He stumbled back towards the woods, passing by the damned tree that 
knocked him out of his flighta€| To be fair, it wasn't necessarily 
the tree's fault. It was his excitement that got in the way. 


In a silent state of mind, the winter spirit wandered in the forest 
with a few thumps of animals moving around. 



><p>One month passed by and as the more accustomed spirit raced 
through the woods with some new animal spirit friends, a warning 
came. Then a screech. And a yell. And then, all of a sudden, his home 
was gone . <p> 

"Spring is comingaC | " the whisper chilled* his bones, with the winter 
air rushing through and around him. 

"Huha€|?" His head whipped around to spot the unknown stranger, but 
could not find the former. 

"You must leave nowa€ | " 

His eyes widened considerably before a whisper passed through his 
lips, "a€ | Why?" 

"You must leaveaC i " 

"B-buta€ | isn't this my home? I woke up herea€ | " 

"Leave nowa€ i " 

With a hoarse cry, he choked out, "buta€ i but this was what I've 
known for my-!" 

"LeaveaC i " 

"I don't understand! I don't know where else to 
go ! " 

" LEAVE a€ | " 

"Please! At least tell me where!" 

"LEAVE NOWaC | " 

At this point, the winter spirit stood still. A tear escaped the blue 
cerulean eyes as his hand unconsciously whipped the tear off, 

"FineaC i " 

"LEAVE IMMEDIATELYaC | " 

"I'm leaving! You don't have to tell me anymore!" 

"LEAVE AT ONCE." 

"Shut up! I'm leaving!" 

"LEAVE NOW! IMMEDIATELY! AT ONCE!" The whisper grew to a screeching 
yell. A banshee's shriek, one could say. 

His hands clutched the wooden staff that had diminished its glow due 
to his master's confused emotions. With a hop, he was off, shooting 
through the sky in a random direction to escape the scream that still 
echoed in his ears. 


As his altitude gained, the screaming, unfortunately, seemed to as if 



get louder. 

"Am I going the wrong way?" the boy murmured to himself. Shaking his 
head, he continued to blast off in his chosen direction. 

As he was still unaccustomed to the flying ability he had learned of 
a month agoa€ i it wasn't until he realized he was crashing down, his 
face aiming for the now grassy plains, instead of winter ice and 
snow . 

Trying to slow down his descent, he instinctively shouted, "Wind! 

STOP ! HELP ! " 

As if there was someone who heard the anxious yell, the drop jerked 
to a stop and there he was hovering in midair. 

His heart raced with frantic thumping. "Whata€ i " He gripped his hair 
in frustration, "Why does this always happen to me?!" 

"This is the worst day in my entire life!" And unfortunately with his 
luck, the spirit was correct. 

"Who's there?!" A shout rang in to the Prince of Winter's ears. 

The latter jerked once again at the surprising sound, "Waita€ | you 
can hear mea€|?" he mumbled quietly before repeating once more, 
louder . 

"Yes and who are you?!" the question rang loudly in the forest. 

His direction of flight consequently changed shooting straight for 
the voice. As a "Hello?" sounded, the spirit was sure that it was the 
way he was heading. 

With a sudden burst of strength, his speed increased dramatically 
until his eyes spotted a tower. A tower in the middle of forests and 
rocks, he chuckled, "I don't think I've ever seen such a strange 
sighta€ i " 

Maybe if he wasn't muttering, he would've noticed something beforea€ | 
BANG! His face smashed in to something. With a groan, he fell down, 
sliding off the rounded surface and face planting on to the forest 
ground below. 

"Who put aa€ | " he started to speak before putting a befuddled 
expression on, "What. Is. THIS?!" His shout came out rather 
loudly . 

To put it simply, there wasn't a single thing around for the winter 
spirit to have crashed in to. There was a plain grass field right in 
front of him, with a few flowers blooming in the raining 
atmosphere . 

He reached with his hand to feel for some nonexistent object that he 
could've crashed into and sure enough, his body trembled as his hand 
got closer to the invisible force field of some sort. As soon as his 
hand touched some smooth surface, his body received an electric shock 
and he went sprawling backwards. 


"Whata€ | ?" 



"Well, well, look what we have here. 


He whirled around, sitting with his hair, a frenzied mess, and his 
face, a frenzied expression, "Whoa€|?" 

A woman stood inside the dome that prevented the winter spirit from 
coming in. She had wavy black hair, and despite having several 
wrinkles on her skin, you could clearly see a young look adorning her 
face. With a smirk, she strolled closer to the perplexed spirit. 

"So you're that brat who was yelling earlier, am I 
correct ? " 

"Ia€|wait, youa€ | what?" 

"Now, who are you, my dear?" 

"Ia€| I don't know. No one ever told mea€ | " 

"Oh, you poor creature." She walked through the force field as if it 
was nothing, "I know who you are." 

"Youa€| you do?" the winter spirit had hope written all over his 
face . 

"Oh yes I do." She smiled an overly-sweet smile. With a hand reaching 
towards him, the former sneered, "You're one of Man in the Moon's 
little sprites, aren't you?" 

The spirit blinked with surprise and within that moment, the woman 
grabbed his collar and snarled right in his face, "Tell that wretched 
man that _Gothel _sends her regards." 

Without another second to blink for the boy, a puncha€ | and then a 
kick . 

"W-what? Ma'am, I don't know any Man in the Moo-!" 

"You sure that you don't?" Another punch. 

Scared, the spirit tried to scramble away but the woman pinned him 
down with one of her legs on his back. "Stop lying, kid," she hissed, 
"I know. I know all about you and your stupid guardian's plans... 

Tell him, he'll never have my sweet flower!" 

"M-ma'am, I'm sure I don't know-!" 

"I said STOP LYING!" Another kick. A cough that brought blood from 
the winter spirit. 

A punch. A kick. A burning sensation. Another swipe. A sword, 
glistening . 

The Prince of Winter widened his eyes as big as they could get and 
before he could protest or scream; the blade plunged down. Down 
towards him. 

(A/N: I'm not going to that mean to leave you with this kind of cliff 
hangera€ | XD Though I was planning it.) 



"Gothel . " 


The woman whipped her head to glance at someone behind her, "What do 
you want?!" she hissed furiously. 

A figure, very blurry to the winter spirit with the blood dribbling 
down and such, made a few hand actions before Gothel swiftly 
growled . 

Before the spirit could escape, the sword was thrust down in to his 
knee. A scream escaped his lips unconsciously and he found himself 
clutching his knee. 

"Fine, I'm done, let's go," the woman responded to a silent question. 
Before she left, a threat sprouted from her lips, "Don't come back in 
to _Spring_'s territory, _Jack Frost_. " 

As he was about to fade in to unconsciousness, his mind registered 
that statement. 

His name was Jack Frost. SpringaC | Spring was his enemy. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Hope you people haven't been waiting longa€ | I've been busy with 
some sortsa€| and I guess this is what we call a WB, neh? Or maybe 
I'm just blaming that because I have a Math exam in the summer and a 
ProvincialsaC | I'm grumpy to say the least. Well, ta ta, now and hope 
you review! I'd really appreciate this time!<p> 


3. Chapter 2: Voice in the Winds 

Well, lookie here! I have started on Chapter 2, huh? I personally 
find this amazing that I actually started on it. Anyhow, let's hope 
this chapter gets my motivation for all my stories up so I can update 
all chapters of all my fanfiction storiesa€ | because tons of them 
were long overdue anyway. XP I really suck at updating, much less 
regularly. :X Hope you enjoy and PLEASE! Please review! 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Secret between the Seasons Chapter 1 Ending<p> 

_Before the spirit could escape, the sword was thrust down in to his 
knee. A scream escaped his lips unconsciously and he found himself 
clutching his knee._ 

"_Fine, I'm done, let's go," the woman responded to a silent 
question. Before she left, a threat sprouted from her lips, "Don't 
come back in to Spring's territory. Jack Frost. 

_As he was about to fade in to unconsciousness, his mind registered 
that statement. _ 

_His name was Jack Frost. SpringaC | Spring was his enemy. _ 



><p>Secret Between the Seasons Chapter 2 - Start !<p> 


He was so tired. He didn't even want to wake up. He felt like he was 
pummelled, maybe he was; he didn't want to remember at a time like 
this . 

"_Wake up, my child. 

'No, I don't want to,' he thought, 'it's too tiring.' 

"_You must not stay here any longer. 

Again?! Didn't he just hear this awhile ago? 

"_Open your eyes. Wake . 

With a groan, the spirit tried to open his eyes, only to fail. With 
another attempt, opening the eyelids, the surroundings came out 
blurry. But as time passed by, it became clearer and clearer 
unt ila€ | 

"Ah!" He gasped as he noticed that he wasn't next to that green grass 
field anymore. With a startled expression, he sat up, only to yelp 
and collapse back down on to his back. A trembling hand brushed by 
his knee as he realized there was an extra something there. 

He stared intensely at the sword protruding his skin before gulping 
nervously and slowly letting the wind lift him up on to one 
foot . 

With a deep breath after, he whispered, "WindaC | helpaC | " And as a 
response, his arms were lifted higher as well as his body. The 
injured foot slowly left the ground, and Jack held in a 
flinch . 

"N-no, Winda€| no. JustaC | just put me downaC | " 

However, the other shook some branches nearby quite quickly, as if 
shaking its head to his response. And with that, a sudden gust of air 
hoisted Jack up and off the ground, with the latter yelping in 
pain . 

The Wind cradled the youth as it flew across the forest that was 
extended beyond the grassy plains before. As they travelled. Jack 
felt a little more at ease, as the temperature rapidly began to grow 
colderaC | 

But with the injury and the sharp perpetrator still in him, it stung 
more than he could ever imagine. Soon, he was begging his friend to 
pull the damned sword out of his knee. "P-please, Wind, PLEASE. It 
hurts; it hurts really, really badaC | helpaC | pleaseaC | " 

The Wind remained persistent to carry him out and nothing else, as 
Jack was equally persistent in getting the offending object out. As 
more time went by. Jack clenched his teeth together before muttering, 
"Fine, if you don't do it, I will." 

Startled, Wind quickly dove down from a significant height in the sky 
for medical attention, and Jack, shouting in surprise, as he began 
his drop. His hand still gripped the sword handle; however, even 



touching the sword, he couldn't help but let out a cry. Defeated, 

Jack slumped in to the embrace of the Wind. As they slowed down. Jack 
came quick to realize his eyesight was blurry, and not just because 
they were travelling at a high rate before. With another aggravated 
shout, he slouched in to the hold even more. 


All of a sudden. Jack felt that he was free-falling, and with a 
thump, it pushed out a pain-filled scream from him when he landed on 
a forest path. Nothing seemed right, as he struggled to get a bearing 
of his surroundings. His sight was still blurry beyond imagine and 
his injured foot felt like nothing; it was completely numb. "What am 
I even doing herea€|?" a sob was released. 


"_Don't cry, my child. 

"W-whoa€ | are you?" Jack managed to choke out, and another whispery 
breath ghosted around him. 

"_I am everything that surrounds youa€ | the trees, the soil, the 
animalsa€| And I might be a part of you as well, since you are 
Winter . "_ 


"W-what? What do you mean?" 

"_I am Mother Nature, child. I exist all around you, and you, are 
here because Winter needs you . "_ 

With confusion surrounding him like an aura. Jack muttered, "D-did 
youa€ | did you create me?" 

A pause echoed through the trees before the breath flowed again, 
__"No , it is not me. You were not created by us; you were 
selected . "_ 


"Selected? By what? From what? Who selected me?" 

"_You were chosen among others, however it is not I who selected 
youa€ | you will meet him soon."_ 

"Hima€|? Was ita€ ! was it thea€ i Man ina€ | the Moon?" 

Silence once again spread through the forest as if all the animals 
have gone still, before resuming once again, but this time with a 
light breath ghosting around him. Jack recoiled and sniffed heavily 
in pain as the breath travelled to his knee. 

Once again, the voice came, "_0h deara€ | this conversation shall 
resume some other day, for now. Wind will carry you away to the 
nearest spirit. "_ 

"B-but wait, is it him? At least tell me who he isa€| . Anda€ ! " Jack 
paused, considering his question, "a€| who I am." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Well, short chapter, but then again, most likely, the next few 
chapters will be this short unless I have time to get more. Hope you 
enjoyed and once again, sorry for the late update. XP Please review 
and thank you very much~ ! <p> 



_**SUPER IMPORTANT ! **_: ON A VERY SUPER DUPER HAPPY NOTE, I FINALLY 
GOT 100% ON MY MATH QUIZ! I know, I know it's nothing to be proud of, 
but come on... I'm in IB 11 and yet I'm technically still a Grade 
10. . . O . e WHICH TECHNICALLY MEANS ...* *UPDATES WILL BE REGULARLY FROM 
NOW ON... unless other stuff comes up, otherwise updates are going to 
be a chapter every three days or so... depending on the busyness of 
that week (is busyness a word?), it should vary from 3 days - 1 week 
per update! : DDDDDDDD* * * * 

><strong> 


4. Chapter 3: Immortal Queen of Dunbroch 

EDIT: March 7th, 2014: Happy news firsta€| well, at least for me. My 
birthday's coming up! *squeals* And I'm going to be 16! YAY ! I still 
feel like the typical 10 year old thougha€ | XP Then bad news, if you 
haven't noticed, I AM HORRIBLEaC | with updatesa€ | and in general. 
*sobs* (Wow, I have epic changes in moodaE | ) 

EDIT: January 12th, 2014: Damn that Math Test, justa€ | just damn it. 

* curses at math textbook* I HAVE A FRICKIN' IB MATH 11 TEST ON 
TUESDAY. And I'm only in Grade 10a€| *sobs* Soa€ | this is probably a 
day latea€ i 

Here comes Chapter 3, I sincerely hope this is on time! D: If not, 
well, sorry. D; I did tell you that regular updates will be on now, 
right? That is, until Chapter 12, because I don't exactly have much 
plans after that. Once again, if anyone bothered to read the last 
author notes previous chapter, that were noted REALLY IMPORTANT, it 
was that updates will be regular now, ranging from 3 days to one week 
per update, and now, I add that it will only be up to Chapter 12, 
because I don't have any more plans after thata€ | I'll figure it out 
sometimeaE! but as for now, only until Chapter 12a€| AND there is the 
constant factor if things will pile up. Everyone agree? (Unlike what 
most people think, Fanfiction authors do have livesa€| I'm just one 
of those who don't have a lifea€| not literally speaking, just that 
involves 90% studyinga€ | XP) 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Chapter 2 Review<p> 

"Hima€|? Was ita€ | was it thea€ | Man ina€ | the Moon?" 

Silence once again spread through the forest as if all the animals 
have gone still, before resuming once again, but this time with a 
light breath ghosting around him. Jack recoiled and sniffed heavily 
in pain as the breath travelled to his knee. 

Once again, the voice came, "_Oh dearaE! this conversation shall 
resume some other day, for now. Wind will carry you away to the 
nearest spirit. 

"B-but wait, is it him? At least tell me who he isa€| . Anda€ | " Jack 
paused, considering his question, "a€| who I am." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Chapter 3 starts now.<p> 



Cursing, Jack let the wind carry him away from the clearing before 
shaking his head in disappointment at both himself and the world. Why 
was he chosen to be like this? Why couldn't it have been some random 
spiritaC i then again, he was that random spirit. It wasn't as if he 
could choose not toa€ i well, be like this. 

The wind purred and rustled its hand through his snowy banks of hair, 
singing unspoken words of comfort to the child in its arms. Jack let 
a lone tear trickle down his face before sighing, "Only you are my 
best friend, windaC | " 

Perhaps it was meant to be this way; after all, winter is the season 
of death and sombreness. Why else would he be herea€| "_Winter needs 
youa€|"a€| _right? 

With a sudden droop down to the forest below. Jack let out a small 
yelp from the jostling of his leg before glancing down to see where 
they have landed. 

A field of grass spread across his vision and a single lady sat in 
the middle, the sun gleaming down, as if just to shine on her 
alone . 

' Isa€| Is that a fire on the girl's head?' Jack blinked to refresh 
his vision before realizing the 'fire' was the girl's hair. 

As if on cue, the girl glanced up to the sky and held the winter 
spirit's gaze. Jack stared right back, and after a second, they 
looked away spontaneously as if they had been burnt (or frozen) . 

The girl's hair suddenly whipped to the side as the Wind hurriedly 
sped to the ground with its carriage. Jack. 

"Who are you and what, in the name of Scotland, are you doing here?" 
She shouted to the latter. 

As Jack neared the ground, he answered quietly, "U-uha€ | I'm JackaC | 
nice to meet youaCi?" And with that, he was gently placed on one leg, 
still using the Wind as balance. 

"JackaC !? What are you doing here, winter spirit?" 

Jack blinked in surprise at the sound of voice, bitterness and anger 
woven deeply in to it, so deeply that one can barely hear it. 

He chose his next words carefully, "Uma€ | you see, my legaC | it's 
kind ofa€ | broken? Maybe?" 

"And are you demanding that I should help you?" Her fiery glare shone 
deep in to Jack's mind. 

"N-noa€ | I'm justaC | I don't know. I guess I'm telling you and asking 
if you can help mea€ please." 

She rose to her feet and looked at him, "I am the immortal princess 
of the Kingdom of Dunbroch as well as the Fire of the Seasons, 

Summer. The king of winter spirits froze my entire home and family, 
and you, a winter peasant, is asking for me to help?! How dare 
you ! " 



"I- no, I- ! " 

"Get off this land at once, or I will be forced to do you harm." She 
stated with a levelled voice, but had an intensely ferocious echo 
behind it. "You should be thankful I am not executing you here and 
now . " 

Jack yelped as the plants beside him burst in to flames, and 
literally moved towards him. Amazingly, the plants themselves did not 
burn, however were encased in flames. A daffodil took a swipe at the 
remaining leg, leaving Jack to jump back in to the air. 

He shouted in pain as a sunflower grabbed the ankle of his injured 
leg when he tried to fly away. With his other leg, he kicked it in 
the seeds and desperately tried to fly away. 

"Enough! Let him go." Merida's voice rang out. "He knows to not come 
backa€ | and he is under the protection of the North Wind." 

From high in the air. Jack looked down to see the plants bowing to 
the lady. Was she some kind of powerful deitya€ | or something like 
that ? 

He sighed in relief as he stayed floating above the air before 
realizing something. "Hey Wind, why are we still staying here-!" 

And suddenly, the winter spirit started to fall in mid-air. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Merida let her anger and frustration reside as she felt the 
wintery presence fly away. That boy was under the protection of the 
North Wind as well as the other Winds, to a different degree, so that 
meant that she couldn't harm him.<p> 

The South Wind was her own companion, whereas Spring had the East 
Wind and Autumn had the West Winda€ | which meanta€ | that Jacka€ | was 
the Winter Lord? 

She scowled in disgust as she thought about the Winter Lord. Merida 
Dunbroch was mortal when the Winter Lord froze the kingdom. 

She had heard of many legends of the Winter Lord, always killing 
people with his ultimate blizzards and frostbite. When she was a 
young child and heard about the stories, she swore that she would 
keep her family safe. "I will protect my family by defeating Mister 
Winter Lord, " were her exact words and her mother laughed when she 
heard it. Her mother replied in amusement, "Then, be our Summer 
Princess . " 

Little did she know, Merida had 
become- 

" AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH ! " 

Scowling, she glared up to the resonating sound. Her eyes widened at 
the sight of the winter boy plummeting straight down, above 
her . 


With an angry swipe of her hand the rest of the field burst in to 



flames and finally, at last, she could see the revenge she yearned 
for all those years ago. 


~k ~k ~k 

><p>CLIFFHANGERa€ | AHAHAHAHAaC | Okay, I feel really bad, since it's 
been long since I updated and I did promise you I would update 
regularlya€ | but I didn't. I'm sick so I didn't go to school, and I'm 
writing this in secret so don't tell anyone! ;P<p> 

Yes, Merida is OOC right nowa€ like REALLY OOC . I think I also made 
her with a bit of bipolar-nessa€ | But I think you can understand her 
reasona€ I will have her back story soon, where Dunbroch is frozen 
and how Merida survived, but yay ! The first of the Big Four met with 
Jack! :DD Hopefully, you all enjoyed this and once again, hopefully 
I'll update this story again in the next montha€ | (Every month, I 
update at least one of my stories, since I've been super busy and I 
get around 30 minutes of time each week, which means 30 min x 4 is 2 
hoursa€ | ) 


End 
f ile . 



